While pallor's ours, | will not be your worm. 
Your eyes for whose my eyes to dark demure 
Are never those have given me my form, 
Though still | fly impaled upon a lure. 

Your line on which my body does not flail 
Around my body lights itself to burn 

So that the binds in which you hold me frail 
Unbind at bone when flesh begins to turn, 
And baitless as the man of me unfurls 

And from myself, the food of me is torn, 

Your catch's stomach, split into the swirl, 

In my hand spills, its eggs by finger borne 
For you whose hand has most enslaved my will 
To you whom you enslave to me to kill. 


That all the sand in the last sand's sandcastling 
Might last enough to force the firsting time, 

You watch beside the sea with sun bedazzling 
Me steal its shells away from shelling slime. 

| know all things are stabled more by dizzying 
Than if the world was stopped in motion made. 
And well that in a wilderness's chiseling 

The strength it mimics also makes it fade, 

But when you steal my own unmolting cast 

To scrape new shape with what in changing dies 
There is a spiral portion of me dazed 

To thinking sand should stay when seaspray chides — 
If soft | did not love that in your reveling 

Your lightest step did stomp my workings level. 


IV. 


| pray with wings to she who is the preyer 

Upon my nothing. My worship is the thing 

That bears my goddess nothing of the spring 
Since, from above, all falling's more the prayer. 
My goddess gives her limbs to me in prayer 

And prays of me my mouth to her | bring 

Into her mouth, my mouth in hers to sing 

Without kissing, while for her kiss | prey, 

While through mist-netting, taunting you, the beat 
Of wings against the earth from heaven flung 
Does pause to take, when you my nothing eat, 
The other sucking uses of your tongue. 

Whoever misses, there is had the sound 

Of something that, once empty, wants the ground. 


XII. 


We have no understanding. | know you, 

Cannot know you. The sun above me, seen 

But never looked upon — is not you. 

| do not think | can ever be clean. 

| weaken. You have touched me in the dark. 

| only own my sweat, and not the touching, 

And truly have not shown you cruelest, stark, 
The part you've touched. My hand, for life, is clutching 
At sheets, cannot the hand that touched me. 
This trembling! The ache has lost its pleasure. 

| cannot beg that you forgive me 

Or be sorry — must overspan our measure — 
And if you were to scold me farthest gone — 
"You are not you," — it would drive me further on. 


